
The 
Profit  

of 
Doom 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Brian Campbell 
Gary Tremblay 
John Young 

Quade Fitzpatric 
Ryan Young  

Shawn Mattern 
 



2 

 

Contents 
the reach & the city of elbulder   2 

map of toril   3 
map of faerun   4 

map of the vilhon reach   4 
map of the abbey   5 
campaign entrance   5 
choose your fate   11 

 
Players Characters 

 

Borim (Half Orc Barbarian) – Gary 

Oliver Musthave (Half Orc Sorcerer) – Shawn 

Orthan Grumgold (Dwarf Monk) – Ryan 

Edgar (Gnome Barbarian) – Brian 

Ashanu (Half Elf Druid) – Quade 

 

The Reach & The City of Elbulder 
 

  

The campaign will take place in a region known as the Vilhon Reach, a great sprawling wilderness, known 

primarily for its adventuresome draw and tales of ages past.  Ruins dot the landscape more so than any other region in 

Faerun, reminding all who pass through that they are in one of the purest and untouched areas of the past few 

centuries.  Most sages recognize the Vilhon Reach as the cradle from which waves of humans spread forth to conquer 

and inhabit Faerun.  Something of this 

adventuresome spirit is still present in the Reach; 

many of the locals leave their homeland to seek their 

fortunes as mercenaries.  The folk of the Vilhon Reach 

tend to welcome visitors as bearers of news or 

potential trading partners. 

Spellcasters are well advised to keep a low 

profile in the Reach, where mages have a reputation 

for capricious use of power.  The folk of the Reach 

have no patience for displays of flashy magic, nor any 

tolerance for those who use their spells carelessly.   

For such a civilized and sophisticated 

populace, the folk of the Vilhon Reach show a 

remarkable respect for nature.  This is partly due to 

the history of the area, which is marked by plagues 

and volcanic eruptions, and partially due to the 

influence of the Emerald Enclave.  This druidic 
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organization, founded in 374 DR and headquartered on the island of Ilighon at the mouth of the Vilhon Reach, strives to 

hold human civilized development to a pace that nature can endure.  As  a result, the vast majority of the area outside of 

the key cities are wild in the truest sense.  Seasoned adventurers will agree, it is no place for a small unarmed group to 

venture, not without a good knowledge of the area and plenty of endurance.  

 

  

Our story begins just to the east  of Elbulder - the abbey that you call home sits on the southern shore of the 

River Arran, at the edge of the Chondalwood.   

Hundreds of years ago, Elbulder was a logging town that used the River Arran to float logs to the Sea of Fallen 

Stars and the rest of the Vilhon. The Rotting War and the disapproval of the Emerald Enclave put a stop to the logging. 

The Enclave's objections were well taken, as the Chondalwood once extended south of the river, and miles of prairie lie 

where trees once stood. During the logging boom, magic boats transported logs up the Arran, so magic is better 

received here than anywhere else in the Vilhon. 

The Old Road leading north from Torsch provides a steady stream of travelers and trade to Elbulder.  

Venturesome souls who follow the road through the Chodalwood find the city a welcome place of rest, though its 

citizens are seldom impressed by tales of encounters with wild elves or sylvan monsters.  Many of the travelers who 

boast of such tales usually draw chuckles from the locals, who patronize them while serving them another drink.  Being 

so close to the Chondalwood, as well as being exposed to the roving bandits using the Old Road, the city’s inhabitants 

have a resolve and constitution different than most.  While your trips into the city are only a few times a year, the places 

that you visit while you are there are usually the same, giving you some familiarity with the streets.   

 

     

Toril 
the known world 
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Faerun 
campaign continent 

 

The Vilhon Reach 
the city of elbulder 
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The Abbey 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Campaign Entrance 
 

The following details the events that have occurred in the near past for you and your fellow characters.  Upon finishing it, 

you will need to make a choice as a group to decide how you would like to move forward (see the “Choose Your Fate” 

section).  Your decision will start the progression of 1 of 3 different story arcs, each different than the other.  Once on 

that path, the world is free to roam.  Our first session will pick up immediately where this piece leaves off. 

 

 

 

 

 

A thunderclap exploded and rolled determined off into the distant sky, overpowering for a brief moment the 

pounding rain that fell on terracotta roof of the small abbey.  The building, dwarfed by the towering forest just to the 

north and east, took the punishing elements with steadfast resolve as it had so many years in the past.  It was a speck on 

the landscape, almost indistinguishable among the knobby shrubs that eventually gave way to the sprawling western 

grassland that it overlooked.  The River Arran's shores crept up behind the structure, a tiny tributary manually carved so 

that it ran right up to the building, now furiously spinning the abbey's waterwheel.  Through the complete blackness of 

the stormy night there were flickers of torchlight from within, only barely visible through the blowing rain.  Now and 

again, another lightning strike would bleach the land and illuminate the structure, only to leave it cloaked in darkness in 

the next instant.  From the shadows, forest wolves wailed pitifully from their dens, burrowing deeper in respect of the 

storm.   

1. living quarters 
2. kitchen 

3. common room 
4. temple 

5. watchtower 
6. pantry 

7. cellar/storage 
8. garden 

9. safehouse 
10. stables 

11. hidden entrance 
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The howls drew low and menacing sounds from the abbey’s own dogs, huddled together for warmth on the side 

of the building’s stables, where the two horses were equally as agitated.  Off to the side, another animal laid alone, 

sniffing the air and assessing the sounds of its brethren.  The wolf put its head back down, wondering what its half-elf 

friend was doing inside.  The thatched canopy that covered the area did a surprising job of keeping the animals and their 

beds dry, although the winds somehow found a way to bring the rain in sideways now and then.   Through squinted 

eyes, the animals drew closer to one another and looked out from their pens, watching as the rain pelted the seven-foot 

high cobblestone wall that surrounded the abbey.  It was a proper defense against the woodland creatures, and the 

foot-long wooden spearing that ran the length of the 

wall was enough to keep the more intelligent 

intruders out.  In the end however, it was modest 

protection, and the doors to the building usually 

always remained open to one and all.  Were it not for 

the lack of the valuables inside, there may have been 

reason to bolster the wall, but there was not.  In fact, 

the few would-be-intruders who got in often found 

themselves poorly matched against the abbey's best 

defense: lots of nasty weapons in just as many 

capable hands. 

The architecture of the building was simple, 

with the heart of the abbey consisting of four walls 

forming a perfect square.  Along the perimeter were 

the occupants' chambers, seven on the east and west 

walls, four each on the north and south; each one a 

small cubicle consisting of a cot, a window and 

cabinet for clothes and personal effects.  The center 

of this main square was an uncovered atrium where 

every chamber exited into.  A small covered walkway 

ran the length of the outer square for days such as 

this, where the atrium was consumed with the falling 

rain.  The long northern hall formed a cross with a 

humble (yet well-used) kitchen and stockroom to the left, and a communal room for dining and discussion to the right.  

Straight ahead was the heart of the abbey, the temple.  It was nothing more than a squat set of stone chairs centered 

around a circular altar in the middle of the room.  Long narrow slits in the stone walls allowed light in during the day, but 

tonight only served to throw shadows around the room at every lightning strike, despite the numerous torches burning.  

The roof here was notably higher than the rest, however, coming to a point in typical cathedral style over twenty 

five feet above the ground.  In the eastern corner of the temple was a winding stone stairway leading up to the lone 

watchtower, at the top of which was offered a clear vista and lines of sight for miles across the grasslands.  There was 

nothing decadent about the abbey, but it was obvious to anyone visiting that there was an intangible character to it, one 

that had its own presence.  Tonight, however, that presence was waning. 

"He won't make it through the through the next few nights.  I don't even know what he's contracted, but it's 

spreading fast."  Ashanu stood up straight from his kneeling position and took his hand off the man's breast, backing up 

from the form that was laid out on the central stone altar.  The slab was draped with fur in a vain attempt to add some 

level of comfort to the dying man, and thick candles surrounded the circle providing light and warmth against the damp 

outside chill.  Torches flickered with the passing breezes, and a fire burning in one of the room's two hearths kept the air 

comfortable.  A thunderclap drew his attention momentarily to his companion outside near the dog pens, but then 

quickly returned to the present situation.   

Ashanu found that he had an affinity for wildlife at a young age, and for that matter all things living.  He had 

made quite a reputation for himself at the abbey as a skilled healer, and he became fairly popular amongst the small 

group for his talents – talents, unfortunately, that failed him at this moment.  The druid moved back further, secretly 

wondering if by touching the diseased man, he had subjected himself to whatever blight it was.  It was body language 

not lost on the rest of the group also standing around the altar.  He looked up, noticed he had betrayed his thoughts by 

the stares, and then shamefully looked back down to the ground.  A large hand clasped his shoulder from behind in a 

friend's embrace. 



7 

 

"What are our options?" came the calming voice.  Ashanu turned around to face another of the abbey's 

occupant's who had a talent for magic.  It was different, to be sure, but Ashanu felt a certain kinship to Oliver because of 

it.  The half-orc didn't ask any god for his abilities, they just arrived.  It was something that intrigued everyone, yet no 

one questioned how he learned to use his talents.   

That was something every one of them learned: not to question. 

There were a total of twelve people living in the small abbey, and each one had been rescued in some fashion by 

the man laid out on the stone altar in front them – Silas Montego.  Were it not for him, the very real possibility existed 

that they might all be dead by now.  A few of them had come and left, only to return after finding what they were 

searching for.  Still others stayed and honed their skills, finding the abbey to be a safe haven for knowledge and an 

otherwise ‘normal’ life.  All of them came from troubled pasts, many too terrible to speak of, but after all was said and 

done, Silas had intercepted them on their way to meet death.  It was a debt that all of them took very seriously, and 

there was an unsaid agreement that if anyone wanted to divulge any personal information, they would do it themselves 

– it did not need to be pried.   

While a mentor, friend and father-figure to the group, little was known of Silas’ past.  Piecing together intimate 

conversations, passing thoughts and impromptu tales, the abbey was able to glean a good amount of who they 

“thought” he was.  Now a frail old man, Silas and his three older brothers had chosen the path of peace many years ago.  

Abandoned at a very young age, the brothers had protected and looked out for one another, often falling prey to 

beatings, theft, and the vicious nature of the streets.  He never told anyone where he came from, but stories indicated 

that it may have been Ormpetarr, a large trade city a few days travel west from Elbulder.  Whether that is accurate or 

not, the four decided that they would not (and did want to) survive in the chaotic urban environment, and so they 

headed east down the River Arran.  They lived happily, often helping those in need who had been waylaid on the road by 

brigands or the elements; even going so far as to take those in that were lost and care for them.  It was something that 

gave them purpose, and they were fulfilled.   

The culmination of that fulfillment came in the form of a hapless traveler who they nursed back to health after a 

long bout of fever.  In return, the traveler revealed the teachings of Murdane, a goddess who favored pragmatism and 

reason.  Coming from a difficult past and helping those in similar situation, a concentration on facts rather than 

emotions or ideals was a perfect way to overcome those things that scarred you before.  It provided the ability to build 

from the ground up, accept what had happened to you, and then address it with a clear and unclouded mind.  Only then, 

after the demons of the past have been faced with objectivity, could you work on fostering your emotional health.  It 

was something that all of the brothers embraced, and so taken were they by the teachings, they the next few years were 

spent in constant toil building the small abbey.   As time went on, the nameless abbey became a haven for wandering  

travelers on the Old Road and the eastern Reach in general.  Much discussion had come from the fact that Murdane was 

a dead goddess, one of the old pantheon, a non-existent entity – but it did not matter to the brothers.  The teachings, 

they said, were what mattered.       

As time progressed, Silas’ brothers passed, but he remained – the last of a pure and honest family.  Over that 

time, the abbey had found that some of the people it helped decided to stay, much to the thankfulness of Silas and (at 

the time) the last surviving brother.  It was a tribute to them, and a relief, to know that their legacy would live on in the 

actions of those they had rescued.       

Four of those very people stood now around the altar looking down helplessly at their mentor.  Ashanu, the half-

elf with a pension for holy magic and crossing the line between beast and man; Oliver Musthave, the abandoned half-orc 

whose ability to channel magic through his very body created fear and exile amongst his own tribe; Borim, another half 

breed orc who, instead of channeling magic, preferred to channel to anger of his past through his blood, unleashing it 

the only way he knew how – in battle; Talbot Kin, a one-eyed halfling whose exploits with a thieves' guild in the northern 

city of Samra brought him to abbey for both medical attention and safety.  Four of the remaining seven had been out 

scouting and hunting since the previous day, and had no idea of the situation back at the abbey.  The other three were 

halfway to Ormpetarr, sent to gather healing components and supplies for the coming months.  Helping roadside 

travelers and vagabonds throughout the year required that the trip be made at least every few months to keep the 

stockroom filled.   

"He has Cascade Chills." the halfling chimed in from the corner of the temple.  He was propped up against the 

wall, standing on one leg, and looking just as serious as he sounded.   

Oliver let go of Ashanu's shoulder and turned to face Talbot.  "You assume?" 

"No, I know" came the reply.  "It's been a while, but I've seen this before.  I used to.....I mean, the guild used to 

administer the Chills as a punishment.  It was slow moving and......painful.  And it always got the job done, if you know 
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what I mean.  Look at the blue burn marks on his neck."  He hung his head, mimicking the druid's shame, after bringing 

his less than honorable past to the surface.  Oliver studied him and nodded. 

"Okay, then", was all he could muster at the moment.  In addition to finding a solution, he had to wonder what 

menace had delivered this blow, and whether Talbot had accidentally led them here.  Finally, he spoke. "Every disease 

has a cure..."  The statement lingered with implication as he looked at the halfling.   

Pushing himself off the wall and walking up to the towering haklf-orc, Talbot began, "Eating a Drakeleaf before 

the affliction has set in fully is the only way I know of.  It's a sure fire way to reverse the effects, but even if we were able 

to find one, we don't have enough gold between the twelve of us to buy it." 

"That won't be a problem." Borim growled, tapping the head of his greataxe, and drawing a knowing smirk from 

the halfling.   

Oliver and Ashanu couldn't help but exchange knowing glances in regards to their friend's blunt ways, but they 

both secretly knew there was some truth to them.  The joy quickly faded from their faces as they returned to the 

situation.  "So where do we..." 

"Innarlith” came the reply, cutting Oliver off.  "If you have any chance at all, it will be there.  The southern trade 

traffic will be bringing them in from Calimshan this time of year. They don't last long, and they're expensive, so I would 

only expect two or three to be brought in at most.  The bigger shipments will be reserved for Waterdeep, Thay, places 

like that." 

"Then it's sett...." 

"Aaaaagggghhhh!!!" erupted the scream from Silas' body, his back arching in an impossible angle.  His arms shot 

out with involuntary response, knocking the candles to the rug below and spraying hot wax over anyone who was near.  

Borim's strong arms immediately held the body in place so as not to hurt himself or anyone else, making sure not to 

grab his frail frame too hard, only applying an easy gentle pressure.   

"Ashanu!" yelled Oliver, but the druid was already one step ahead and in the midst of a prayer.  His touch 

calmed Silas almost immediately, bathing the room momentarily in a soft white glow as the spell stemmed the 

infection's symptoms for a bit.  Silas was left wide-eyed, mouth open in a silent scream before his body forced him to 

gasp for lungfuls of air.  His eyes met with Oliver, and there was pleading.  Immediately, the half-orc was kneeling, his 

ears to Silas' mouth.   

"There is......no...time......go...north..... re.....cover...the Edict...Three."  He was referring to the square onyx 

tablet that was normally centered in the front of the temple, the Edict of Three.   It was a set of commandments from 

what any of them could guess, perhaps some symbol of worship.  The reality of it was no one really knew what it was or 

where it came from save for Silas and his brothers, and the three runic inscriptions etched upon it were undecipherable.   

Up to this point, the abbey’s occupant’s enforced their number one rule: don’t question.  It was understood that if they 

were to know what it was, Silas would have told them.  Now missing from its spot, everyone instinctively turned their 

heads toward the blank mount where the tablet normally was. 

"We need to get that Drakeleaf now, if we don't...", Talbot let the thought linger. 

"NO!", Silas commanded, with more strength than he should have had before falling back down and wheezing in 

a breath of air.  "Blood.....from.....a stone.....protect.....we are NOT....KINGS!"  With that final decree, Silas slumped back 

on the altar, leaving the room in silence once more, save for the driving rain against the abbey’s roof and walls.  Another 

wave of thunder echoed down the churning skyline.  For what seemed like much too long of a pause, everyone stood 

and said nothing.  They just stared at each other.  

"I can't justify going after that tablet and leaving Silas like this." the halfling huffed.  The other three looked at 

each other, unsure. 

"Are you seriously considering this?" Talbot 

shot back, wide-eyed.  "Does anyone know why any 

of us are here today in the first place?" motioning 

towards the old man on the slab.  It was a sobering 

moment, and suddenly everyone felt ashamed.   

“It has to be Innarlith" he said, almost 

pleading.  

The lone door to the temple flew open in 

that instant, inviting with it a chilling breeze that 

made the torches dance and squirm.  Two small 

dripping silhouettes stood outlined against the 
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lightning that was now visible in the hallway into the atrium before stepping in and closing the door behind them.  

Edgar, a gnome with a striking similarity to Borim's demeanor and past strode through on short, nimble legs.  Behind 

him, equally as imposing despite his size, was a dwarf they all knew as Orthan Grumgold.  The two short figures posed 

every bit of trouble that the two half orcs did, maybe even more.  Back from their scouting, they looked at the grim 

bunch while they stood there dripping in silence.  The rest of the group returned there scowling stares with ones of 

anticipation, prompting some type of report with raised eyebrows.  Eventually, Oliver shrugged his shoulders and 

bobbed his head forward, palms turned upward.  It was Orthan who broke the silence. 

“The Chon…” he began, before the sight of Silas in front  of him suddenly registered.  Oliver put a calming hand 

up and assured him he would have his explanation as soon as he explained the stern look on his own face.  The dwarf 

hesitated, but continued. 

“The Chondalwood is awake and angry” the dwarf said, removing his pack and placing it in front of the fire. He 

stood facing the flames as he spoke.  “The gnome and I crossed paths with a more than one raiding party.” 

“Raiding party?” Borim quickly boomed, grabbing the hilt of his axe. 

“What are you talking about?” Ashanu said almost at the same time, feeling just as much sympathy for the 

woodland inhabitants as his own life.  “How did you know they were a raiding party?  That doesn’t make any sense!” 

“We know what we saw” answered Edgar, and the rest of them deferred their objections.   They all knew that 

the dwarf and the gnome held a special bond due to their similar paths in life.  Clarity of mind and body were something 

that they strove for, and with passion.  No one doubted that neither of the two could be tricked or would make an 

assumption without the proper knowledge, much less both of them.  Still, they all lingered for an explanation to satisfy 

the already mounting confusion this night had brought.   

The gnome continued, joining Orthan by the fire to warm himself.  “There were small groups of ten, maybe 

twelve humans, and they are employing magic.  We were not able to get close enough to decipher their intentions, but 

they moved with a purpose.” 

Turning around, Orthan added, “They carry creatures I have never seen before, some caged, some roaming free.  

I sensed they were agitated, perhaps forced, but I could not be sure.  The gnome is correct though, even a dwarf full of 

mutton and too much ale would know that they were not on a peaceful path.  We moved swiftly, a day ahead of them 

by my estimation.” 

“That means they’ll arrive by tomorrow night, and we have two of our own parties at least a day’s travel from 

us.  We’re five short, and that assumes all six of us stay to defend any possible attack.  Ten, possibly twelve, you said?” 

referring to the number moving in the abbey’s direction. 

They all calculated the odds in their heads. 

“There is the very real possibility that they may even pass the abbey” Orthan reminded the group.  “We’ve seen 

well the profits that an experienced group of scum can garner on the unprotected Old Road.”  But even as he said that, 

he didn’t believe it.  The creatures that followed along with the raiding party sent his stomach into knots – and that was 

to say nothing of the mages that travelled with them.  Something was unsettling about these groups, and he secretly 

held the notion that they would not simply “pass” anything.   

 Oliver could see the bloodshot lines forming in Borim’s eyes and decided to slightly divert the conversation, 

finally settling on bringing the two new additions up to speed on the situation.   

“…Silas had taken the dogs down the length of the river yesterday evening, and as far as we can gather, he must 

have been followed back.  Ashanu and I were in the atrium, preparing for the coming storm, we had even greeted Silas 

when he came back.  It wasn’t until a few hours later that we found him on the floor of the temple in this…..condition.”  

Oliver sighed, still dumbfounded that anyone could have entered the temple with people mulling about as they were.      

He continued, “Talbot caught one of them with his crossbow as they made their escape” pointing to the small 

stain of red just underneath the large oval window.  “We were able to spot forms moving on the other side of the river 

at great speed, four by our best estimation.  By the time we gave chase, our better judgment pulled us back here to tend 

to Silas.  They took only a few things, but the Edict is gone.”  

Borim shook visibly, and Oliver rethought his method of “calming him down.”  Again, there was the 

uncomfortable prolonged silence as the fire crackled against the damp air. 

 Edgar had stepped back almost as if he were required to assess the situation from a distance; he studied 

everyone’s faces and saw indecision on every one of them.  Orthan, he noticed was looking at the wall furthest from the 

temple door where the Edict of Three normally stood, a low growl emanating from his chest.  The anger bubbled from 

the thought of someone stealing something sentimental to Silas more so than any value it had.  To the rest of them, 

that’s all the tablet was, but the mentor’s fervent command to retrieve the item had sent them back on their heels.  The 
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dwarf let a breath out in meditative fashion, bringing him back to a clear state of mind; something the rest of his race 

would have had a difficult time doing under the circumstances 

“There is no question, the Drakeleaf must be obtained” repeated Talbot.  “I can stay behind and tend to Silas in 

the abbey’s cellar.  We will be safe there, even if the abbey is subject to the chaos above.”  The halfling was referring to 

a wine and stock cellar that also doubled as an emergency measure, unfortunately for something just as this.  There was 

an entrance to the main cellar from the outside stables, but an independent set of two rooms existed with an entrance 

concealed on the far end of the abbey’s garden.  It was a feasible solution, albeit a risky one.  Talbot had a long past with 

Silas, and the others knew it would not be easy to convince him otherwise. 

“And what of Silas’ wish?” Ashanu spoke.  “We owe him at least his dying request, and he has never steered us 

wrong.  I will be the first to admit, he did not seem delusional when he spoke with such fire.”  It was a point everyone 

could agree on.  The small gnome betrayed his normal sense of calm, “Can we forgive ourselves if we let these brigands’ 

actions go unchecked?”  Borim sounded like a bellows stoking a fire, his mounting rage feeding off the prospect of 

revenge – violent, painful revenge.  Edgar simply stood with his arms folded, the only hint of anger reflected in the 

subtle glimmer of his eyes. 

“To what end?” Oliver interrupted.  “To leave our home in jeopardy, to return to our old ways of life?”  The 

sorcerer saw that he had struck a chord there.  Not one of their pasts was more tragic or painful than the other, but a 

single member of the abbey held enough angst and hurt to supply a small village. 

Orthan walked up to the altar and placed his hand on his mentor’s forehead with a tender touch, which he 

found disturbingly cold.  The dwarf closed his eyes, silently asking for the right thing to do.  When he opened them, the 

decision was no more clear, but he was filled with resolve. 

“In the next hour we decide, and we do not waver until we have succeeded or died.” 

No one disagreed.   
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Choose Your Fate 
your adventure begins with this first decision.  no choice is “better” than the next, but 

your selection will shape the main story arc significantly in different ways. 
 

 

 

travel to innarlith to obtain 
a drakeleaf.  if the cure is not 
applied in time, silas will 

perish.    
 

the woods have grown dark as 
of late, and danger threatens.  
defend the abbey in the coming 

days. 
 

Heal Guard 

Reclaim 

track down the brigands and recover 
the edict of three.  deal with them as you 

see fit. 


